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DEDICATION 


To  thee,  whom  once  I  fondly  dream’d  to  make 
Mine  own — for  all  my  life  has  been  a  dream, — 
And  from  this  one  ’twas  hard  indeed  to  wake, 

So  fit  to  my  vain  fancy  did  it  seem — 

These  records  of  my  moods  I  dedicate 

Since  thou  wert  their  inspirer  and  their  theme, 
And  I  had  never  known  them  had  not  Fate 
Revealed  in  thee  the  one  I  thought  supreme. 

Herein  are  chronicled  the  varying  moods 

I  knew  when  thou  wert  empress  of  my  heart: 
Over  them  still  my  spirit  fondly  broods, 

For  now  some  consolation  they  impart: 

To  think  I  could  so  deeply  love,  1  own 
Doth  partly  for  the  pains  I  felt  atone. 
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WlL  l  scorn  pursue  me  for  thus  laying  bare 
The  secret  pulsings  of  my  heart  and  brain? 
Shall  I  be  scoffed  at  since  these  leaves  contain 
A  tale  of  winter  caught  in  springtide’s  snare? 
Shall  I  be  told  love’s  follies  are  alone 

In  youth  to  be  looked  on  with  kindly  eyes, 
While  all  the  lover  full  of  years  despise 
As  one  from  whom  wisdom  and  wit  have  flown? 

So  be  it — yet  I  will  not  leave  untold 
The  story  of  my  soul’s  perplexities, 

And,  careless  of  reproach,  the  truth  unfold : 

Scorn  if  you  will,  or  pity  if  you  please, 

Age  by  capricious  destiny  cajoled 

To  feel  the  lover’s  pains  and  ecstasies. 
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I  sought  through  all  my  manhood’s  years  in  vain 
For  that  bright  creature  of  my  youthful  dream 
Who  should  o’er  heart  and  soul  unquestioned  reign, 
And  be  of  all  my  songs  the  happy  theme : 

’Tis  true  that  many  a  comely  maid  I  found, 

And  this  had  beauty,  that  had  wit  or  sense, 

Yet  none  I  met  with  such  perfections  crowned 
As  needs  must  turn  to  love  indifference: 

Until  at  length,  when  most  assured  my  heart 
Against  the  witchery  of  sex  was  steeled, 

She  came,  to  my  sad  spirit  to  impart 

A  passion  that  at  last  love’s  fount  unsealed; 
Through  my  worn  being  thrilled  a  fresh  desire, 

And  life  again  renewed  its  dying  fire. 
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ClearlyI  now  perceive  what  made  so  poor 
My  life  before  1  looked  upon  thy  face, 
Making  it  even  harder  to  endure 

Than  loneliness,  pain,  mockery,  or  disgrace: 
I  wandered  in  a  twilight  realm  obscure 

Among  delusive  shows  and  creatures  base, 
Or  haply  followed  some  false-shining  lure 
Only  to  reach  hope’s  dreary  burial-place; 

But  now  I  know  full  well  it  was  for  thee 

My  heart  was  yearning  all  those  weary  years, 
That  nowhere  found  its  true  affinity, 

But  only  alien  souls  in  foreign  spheres: 

And  must  I  now  lament  my  destiny 

That  all  too  late  the  one  I  sought  appears? 
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Th  e  manifold  and  subtle  charms  that  sway 
Thy  lover’s  mind,  and  rule  his  heart  and  will, 

How  vainly  do  I  labour  to  pourtray, 

(A  task  fit  only  for  a  Shakespeare’s  quill.) 

Perfections  such  as  thine  were  never  yet 
By  painter’s  brush  or  poet’s  pen  expressed : 

Of  tongues  I  know  not  even  the  alphabet 
Of  one  that  could  thy  grace  make  manifest : 

Say  thou  art  lovely — though  a  lovely  word 
How  can  it  thy  strange  loveliness  suggest? 

So  all  the  common  terms  of  praise  are  blurred 
Too  much  by  use  thy  glory  to  attest: 

But  could  thine  outward  grace  be  truly  shown, 

What  pen  could  make  thy  soul’s  rare  beauty  known? 
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By  what  enchantments  delicate  and  rare 

Dost  thou  so  strangely  heart  and  mind  affect 
That  thou  to  me,  upraised  beyond  compare, 

In  thy  sole  self  all  beauty  dost  reflect? 

Some  part  of  it  doth  in  thy  form  reside, 

Yet  others  may  in  that  thine  equal  be, 

And  eyes  more  critical  than  mine  have  spied 
In  thee  defects  I  am  too  blind  to  see : 

But  could  each  gift  of  mind  and  form  and  face 
Of  all  the  lovely  women  I  have  known 
Be  summed  in  one  and  doubled,  thy  sweet  grace 
Would  still  exalt  thee  far  above  that  one; 

On  fleeting  youth  thy  rivals’  charms  depend, — 
A  lovely  soul  endures  unto  the  end. 
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What  means  this  tumult  in  my  fevered  veins? 

Why  am  I  tortured  thus  with  vain  desire? 

What  sin  of  mine  deserves  these  bitter  pains? 

Why  bursts  to  flame  once  more  life’s  smouldering  fire  ? 
Ah!  let  me  in  these  wintry  years  of  age 

From  such  fierce  storms  of  passions  have  release, 

Let  them  in  young  and  vigorous  bosoms  rage — 

Days  of  calm  thought  I  crave,  and  nights  of  peace. 

Yet  no !  although  my  folly  I  perceive, 

And  feel  sharp  pangs  of  anguish  and  despair, 

While  still  I  love,  a  conquest  I  achieve 

O’er  time  that  may  my  grosser  part  outwear, 

But  to  subdue  my  spirit  owns  no  power — 

Then,  Soul,  love  on  unto  thy  latest  hour! 
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I,  that  was  once  so  self-contained  and  proud, 

And  bragged  that  in  myself  alone  did  rest 
The  mastery  of  my  well-armoured  breast, 

Where  love  should  find  no  resting-place  I  vowed, — 
How  is  my  spirit  broken  now  and  bowed, 

And  wholly  by  one  fierce  desire  possessed 
Since  came  that  last  and  least-expected  guest, 
And  all  its  pride  of  self-will  disendowed. 

Is  there  no  charm  to  break  this  potent  spell? 

Have  I  no  strength  to  cast  love’s  fetters  off? 

Shall  I  no  more  unmoved  by  passion  dwell, 

And  nevermore  at  lovers’  follies  scoff? 

Nay!  none  by  force  of  will  can  nature  quell, — 

Love  is  no  robe  that  one  may  lightly  doff! 
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I  have  for  ever  broken  with  my  past, 

Since  master  of  myself  I  am  no  more, 

And  nothing  can  my  former  self  restore — 

Lo!  at  thy  feet  all  that  I  am  I  cast ! 

Thou  hast  my  thought,  my  will,  my  soul  so  fast 
’Tis  in  thy  power  to  bid  me  sink  or  soar 
To  depths  or  heights  undreamed  of  heretofore, 

And  in  thine  eyes  my  life  to  come  is  glassed. 

0 

Do  with  me  as  thou  wilt :  thy  gentle  heart 
For  me,  I  know,  must  surely  feel  some  ruth ; 

If  love  be  absent  pity  will  impart 

Compassionate  accents  to  unwelcome  truth; 

Say  what  thou  wilt,  thou  hast  the  subtle  art 
To  frame  in  tenderest  tones  the  harshest  sooth. 
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Oh  ,  how  my  pen  halts  when  of  thee  I  write, 

And  how  my  wit  its  poverty  doth  find, 

So  that  1  cannot  aught  of  thee  indite 
That  is  not  weak  as  water,  vain  as  wind! 

With  me  ’tis  so  as  with  a  trembling  wight 
Falsely  accused,  who,  when  he  doth  begin 
To  speak,  with  stammering  tongue  makes  worse  his  plight, 
And,  innocent,  convicts  himself  of  sin! 

Others  thy  praise  in  borrowed  notes  may  sing, 

Whose  memories  are  their  serviceable  muse, 

But  rather  than  such  faded  offerings  bring 
To  fret  my  soul  in  silence  will  I  choose; 

And  yet  I  vow  my  love  shall  find  a  tongue 
And  thou  shalt  be  in  strains  triumphant  sung. 
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How  various  are  the  lover’s  moods  and  strange! 
To-day  he  revels  in  the  prospect  fair, 
To-morrow  sinks  in  nethermost  despair; 

Nay,  hour  by  hour  his  humours  veer  and  change; 
A  frowning  brow  condemns  him  to  Love’s  hell, 

A  smile  enthrones  him  in  its  loftiest  heaven : 
Reason  provides  no  antidote  nor  leaven 
When  low  or  high  his  passions  sink  or  swell: 
Unquiet  reigns  within  his  hapless  mind 

Since  hope  and  fear  wage  there  perpetual  strife: 
To  naught  can  he  his  wandering  fancies  bind 
Save  unto  her,  the  lodestar  of  his  life: 

All  else  is  now  neglected  or  despised, 

And  only  that  which  breaks  his  quiet  prized. 
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EntrancedI  listened  to  the  music,  filled 
With  exaltation  such  as  I  have  rarely  known : 

The  singers’  voices  through  my  being  thrilled, 
Till  every  pulse-beat  had  responsive  grown: 

Yet  neither  throbbing  string  nor  thrilling  song 
My  senses  stirred  to  that  supremest  pleasure ; 

The  ecstasy  I  felt  was  all  too  strong 

Ev’n  for  such  magic  strains  to  raise  or  measure. 

From  thee  it  came!  as  ’neath  the  music’s  spell 
Diviner  still  thou  grewst  in  loveliness, 

The  while  I  watched  the  tide  of  rapture  swell 
Within  thee,  and  thine  eyes  thy  soul  express ; 

Thy  nature  answering  to  each  chord  and  tone 

With  music  more  impassioned  of  its  own! 
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My  love  is  voluble  of  words  indeed, 

And  pours  its  fancies  forth  in  many  tones, 

But  the  one  vital  utterance  disowns, — 

Dumb  are  my  lips  in  my  most  bitter  need. 

Ah!  could  I  once  unlock  from  my  full  heart 
The  pent-up  passion  of  its  great  desire, 

What  answering  fervour  would  it  then  inspire, 
So  much  doth  Nature’s  plea  outrival  art! 

But  love’s  true  voice  is  wanting  when  I  seek 
Its  talismanic  syllables  to  say: 

The  tide  of  surging  passion  dies  away 
In  artificial  phrases,  vain  as  weak! 

Unsaid  the  magic  password  still  remains, 

And  I  of  love  win  nothing  but  its  pains. 
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Xo  prove  myself  true  poet  and  true  lover 
Has  been  my  life’s  devoutly  cherished  aim, 
But  all  in  vain  love’s  secret  to  discover 

I  sought,  nor  dared  the  laurel  wreath  to  claim : 
Now — let  the  world  deny  it,  or  bestow 
On  me  the  guerdon  of  a  poet’s  fame, 

I  care  not,  for  at  last  love’s  power  I  know, 

And  poet  am  since  lover  I  became. 

To  thee  who  gav’st  me  what  I  lacked  before — 
The  vision  of  a  regal  loveliness, 

The  spirit  above  all  base  desires  to  soar, 

The  passionate  fervour  and  the  fine  excess; 
Eyes  beauty  to  behold  and  will  to  adore, — 

I  owe  all  these,  and  thee  for  them  I  bless. 
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I  dreamt  that  Fortune  offered  for  my  choice 
That  Fame  which  I  had  sought  so  long  in  vain, 

Or  Love,  which  now  1  scarce  could  hope  to  gain; 

Said  she,  ‘  Choose  wisely  and  thou  shalt  rejoice.’ 

Fame  ever  was  my  manhood’s  chief  desire, 

Which  ardently  I  laboured  to  obtain, 

But  earned  alone  indifference  or  disdain, 

Or  faint  approval  that  repressed  my  fire : 

But  Love  at  last  into  my  life  had  come — 

A  quest  at  first  scarce  welcome  to  my  soul, 

Though  ruling  now  with  absolute  control, 

Seeming  to  be  of  all  life’s  good  the  sum : 

So  ‘Love  ’  said  I, — whereat  from  Fortune  came, 

‘  Wise  is  thy  choice,  for  Love  shall  bring  thee  Fame.’ 
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That  others  little  admiration  show 
For  her,  nor  in  her  company  delight, 

Would  seem  most  strange  to  me  did  I  not  know 
How  few  have  wit  or  sense  to  judge  aright; 

For  how  should  they  whose  thoughts  are  fixed  on  earth 
Look  up  and  hope  so  bright  a  star  to  win? 

Or  how  can  they  appraise  her  wondrous  worth 
When  nothing  answers  to  that  worth  within? 

How  should  their  rudeness  for  that  fineness  yearn 
Which  will  their  grossness  to  themselves  reveal? 

Such  natures  to  their  fitting  partners  turn, 

That  so  their  want  of  grace  they  may  not  feel: 

And  that  is  well,  since  she  must  else  descend, 

And  her  high  gifts,  on  soulless  creatures  spend. 
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Why  I  am  no  believer  in  Free  Will 

Thou  dost  enquire, — and  thus  1  answer  thee — 
It  were  to  pay  a  compliment  most  ill 
To  thee  were  1  to  say  my  Will  was  free 
To  love  or  not  to  love  thee:  ’twas  not  so: 

Before  I  saw  thee  it  was  my  desire 
Love’s  pains  and  pleasures  rather  to  forego 
Than  to  be  drawn  within  its  zone  of  fire: 

’Tis  not  my  Will  that  loves  thee  even  now, 

But  I  myself,  and  that  because  1  must, 

Seeing  I  was  compelled,  I  know  not  how, 

To  thee  all  that  I  hold  most  dear  to  trust: 

A  Free  Will  must  be  free  to  love  or  hate, 

But  mine  to  love  thee  was  predestinate. 
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Th  e  Will  is  but  an  abstract  form  of  speech 
Which  is  quite  meaningless  from  man  apart: 
Can  you  detach  the  flavour  from  the  peach  ? 

Or  from  the  artist  separate  his  art? 

To  say  we  will  to  eat  or  drink  or  sleep, 

Is  but  to  say  we  will  to  keep  alive: 

How  oft  are  we  compelled  to  laugh  or  weep 
When  we  are  fain  against  those  acts  to  strive? 
So  ’tis,  when  clearly  seen,  with  all  we  do: 

All ’s  done  because  the  self  doth  so  command : 
We  cannot  to  our  nature  be  untrue; 

In  vain  we  strive  its  dictates  to  withstand; 
Thou  hast  obtained  thy  empire  o’er  my  heart 
Because  I  am  myself,  thou  what  thou  art. 
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But  yet  thou  questionest — Have  we  then  no  power 
Of  choice  between  the  evil  and  the  good? 

Hath  nature  given  us  only  that  poor  dower 

To  tread  a  path  prescribed,  whate’er  we  would? 
Yet  who  wants  power  to  baulk  his  own  desire? 

To  own  such  freedom  few  or  none  would  care: 
What  all  would  have  is  freedom  to  acquire 
The  things  their  nature  deems  its  proper  fare: 
The  Christian  wants  not  freedom  to  become 
Mahommedan,  Fire-Worshipper,  or  Jew: 
Action  enforced  upon  us  is  the  sum 
Of  evil,  when  to  alien  causes  due: 

Thus,  though  to  love  thee,  dear,  I  am  compelled, 
Willing  I  am  to  be  in  bondage  held. 
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Wi  th  what  new  interest  and  fresh  sympathy, 
And  keener  comprehension  of  its  art 

Do  I  now  read  Love’s  lyric  tragedy, 

Warm  with  the  life-blood  of  the  poet’s  heart! 

How  clearly  now  I  see  he  must  have  known 
The  height  and  depth  of  passion  he  pourtrays, 

Else  how  could  he  so  wondrously  have  shown 
How  every  other  force  it  oversways. 

Yet  did  he  feel  more  deeply  than  I  feel 
The  longing  and  the  fever  and  the  pain? 

No !  but  he  could  in  burning  words  reveal 
That  love  I  strive  to  utter  all  in  vain: 

Oh,  that  I  could  like  him  my  lips  unseal! 

For  then  my  heart’s  desire  I  needs  must  gain. 
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Of  women  I  of  thee  alone  can  write, 

Or,  if  of  others,  but  as  minor  stars 

Eclipsed  within  the  splendour  of  thy  light, 
Which  all  their  feeble  scintillation  mars : 

The  central  point  of  all  my  thoughts  thou  art, 
From  which  they  wander  only  to  return; 

Of  nothing  can  I  think  from  thee  apart, 

And  nothing  now  but  love’s  lore  can  I  learn. 

On  other  themes  to  write  I  vainly  strive, 

For  none  can  fix  my  roving  thought  save  thee: 

What  will  may  happen  in  the  human  hive 
Unmarked,  or  viewed  indifferently  by  me; 

Save  thee  all  things  seem  shadows  in  my  eyes, 

And  thee  alone  I  count  as  life’s  true  prize. 
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H  ow  fierce  a  conflict  rages  in  my  mind 
Of  warring  thoughts  that  fill  it  with  unrest! 
Is  she  so  faultless-fair?  or  am  I  blind 
To  flaws  to  clearer  vision  manifest? 

Nay,  were  I  resolute  to  use  my  sight 

Should  I  not  see  her,  not  as  what  I  dream, 
But  very  human,  nor  so  spotless-white 
Or  free  from  common  frailties  as  1  deem? 

O  how  I  fear  lest  disillusion  come 

And  show  her  in  th’  unsparing  light  of  day, 
Owning  a  fraction  only  of  that  sum 

Of  virtues  which  I  thought  her  to  display! 
For  who  that  looks  on  loveliness  may  know 
If  inward  beauty  answers  outward  show? 
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Away  with  such  disloyal  doubts  as  these! 

He  loves  not  who  his  mistress  doth  not  trust; 
Through  others’  eyes  no  lover  ever  sees, 

To  her  he  must  be  something  more  than  just, 
Distrust  himself  but  have  no  doubt  of  her, 

For  doubt  is  treason  in  the  Court  of  Love. 
Every  true  lover ’s  an  idolater, 

Who  serves  her  all  divinities  above! 

He  that  lacks  faith  can  be  no  perfect  lover, 

Nor  should  his  Lady’s  favour  hope  to  gain, 

If  in  her  any  trait  he  can  discover 

Save  such  as  he  would  wish  her  to  retain: 
When  first  in  her  a  blemish  he  descries 
Ev’n  in  that  instant  his  devotion  dies. 
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H  ow  have  I  now  become  a  woman’s  thrall 
Who  rules  my  life  with  sway  so  absolute 

That  now  my  will  mine  own  I  dare  not  call — 

So  am  I  of  self-guidance  destitute: 

How  is  my  soul  consumed  in  passion’s  flame, 

My  brain  racked  by  tumultuous  unrest! 

What  trifles  now  seem  Honour,  Fortune,  Fame, — 

Unvalued  gauds,  of  no  true  worth  possessed! 

Ah  Love!  must  thou  be  ever  more  the  foe 
Of  happy  quiet  and  the  tranquil  mind? 

Art  thou  malignly  bent  to  overthrow 

Reason,  and  make  the  clearest-sighted  blind? 

Precious  the  gift  thou  shouldst  on  them  bestow 
Wherein  thy  martyrs  their  reward  may  find! 
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Wi  t  h  her,  the  Lady  of  my  life-long  quest, 

Myself  once  in  Love’s  Paradise  I  found; 

The  blessing  long-despaired-of  I  possessed, 

And  all  my  sorrows  were  in  gladness  drowned: 

I  dwelt  no  more  in  solitude  unblessed; 

In  straitened  bands  my  heart  no  more  was  bound; 

Her  love,  withheld  so  long,  was  now  confessed, 
And  all  my  hopes  and  aspirations  crowned : 

Nothing  was  wanting  to  our  great  delight, 

For  now  love’s  inmost  secret  we  had  learned; 

Within  myself  a  new-created  might 

I  felt,  and  youth  again  within  me  burned : — 

But  rapture  could  not  last  at  such  a  height, 

I  woke — and  pain  with  tenfold  force  returned. 
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A  s  when  a  painter,  striving  hard  to  draw 
The  lineaments  of  one  divinely  fair, 

In  every  effort  finds  some  fatal  flaw 

Which  all  his  art  is  powerless  to  repair, — 
So  I,  who  strive  in  words  to  shadow  out 
Some  faint  reflection  of  my  lady’s  grace, 
And  seek  with  strong  desire  and  will  devout 
Her  soul’s  harmonious  attributes  to  trace, 
Find  ever  all  too  hard,  too  great,  the  task: 

The  radiant  beauty  that  is  hers  alone 
Becomes  a  cold  and  inexpressive  mask, — 

Its  vivid  charm  and  animation  flown : 

Yet  do  I  vow  that  from  my  strong  endeavour 
I  will  not  cease,  though  I  may  triumph  never. 
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H  ow  strange  my  life  beyond  the  common  lot! 

A  youth  constrained  to  poverty  and  toil ; 

A  manhood  whose  ill-fate  had  but  one  foil : 
The  hope  of  Love  and  Fame  that  left  me  not, 
And  promised  me  (when  all  things  seemed  to  plot 
Against  my  peace)  that  from  the  tangled  coil 
A  kinder  destiny  would  disembroil 
My  spirit,  and  its  true  life-work  allot. 

At  last,  ev’n  when  it  seemed  by  nature’s  law 
My  sad  career  was  hastening  to  its  end, 

Fate,  so  adverse  before,  became  my  friend, 
Gave  earnest  of  that  Fame  my  youth  foresaw, 
And — miracle  of  miracles  indeed! — 

Taught  me  in  age  the  youthful  lover’s  creed. 
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My  passion  is  no  scorching  flame  that  dies 
Of  its  own  fierce  and  raging  violence; 

No  fond  desire  tricked  out  in  love’s  disguise, 
The  short-lived  offspring  of  incontinence; 

No !  and  it  is  to  me  a  grateful  thought 
That  I  was  tempted  by  no  sensual  lure, 

And  never  for  the  least  of  favours  sought 
That  was  not  from  all  thought  of  evil  pure. 

How  deeply  must  I  needs  myself  despise 
If  to  think  lightly  of  her  I  should  dare! 

She  is,  and  shall  be  ever  in  my  eyes 

Th’  embodiment  of  all  that’s  good  and  fair: 

A  starlike  soul  she  in  her  heaven  shall  be 

The  pole-star  set  to  guide  my  course  for  me. 
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‘D  oes  not  your  passion  spring  from  your  desire 
To  prove  yourself  a  poet  and  a  lover? 

Is  not  your  love  a  simulated  fire 

Whereby  the  world  your  genius  may  discover? 
The  painter  needs  a  model  for  his  Venus, 

Else  but  a  lifeless  figure  he  doth  paint, 

And  that,  I  think,  must  be  the  tie  between  us: 

1  am  your  model  rather  than  your  saint. 

I  doubt  not  you  imagine  that  you  love  me 
With  love  that  is  not  merely  surface-deep, 

But  yet  I  fear  your  fancy  soars  above  me 

To  regions  for  my  wingless  thoughts  too  steep: 
As  poet  you  adore  me, — say  ’tis  so — 

But  do  you  as  a  man? — I  fain  would  know.’ 
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‘D  ear  to  a  woman  is  a  poet’s  praise, 

And  yours,  I  own,  to  me  is  passing  sweet, 

But  when  I  at  my  own  reflection  gaze 
It  is  not  she  you  worship  that  I  greet; 

Nor  to  resemble  her  do  I  desire — 

That  which  I  am,  I  am  well  content  to  be, 

In  truth  I’m  not  the  being  you  admire, 

As,  were  your  sight  undazzled  you  would  see: 
Better  methinks  choose  one  who  loves  me  less, 
But  worships  not  his  fancy’s  fine  creation ; 
Who  values  me  for  virtues  I  possess, 

And  not  for  those  of  his  imagination: 

One  such,  perchance,  may  be  with  me  content, 
But  you,  I  fear,  would  surely  soon  repent.’ 
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Ah  ,  think  not  that  I  do  not  love  the  woman, 
Because  I  see  in  her  an  angel  too : 

I  could  not  love  her  if  she  were  not  human, 

Or  were  not  to  her  woman’s  instincts  true; 

I  care  not  for  a  virtue  cold  and  measured, 

Because  by  passion  never  deeply  moved ; 

Mere  goodness  is  a  thing  I  never  treasured; 

No  virtue’s  virtuous  if  it  be  not  proved: 

Some  slight  alloy  ev’n  gold  itself  requires, 

And  great  endowments  well  may  bear  some  faults, 
The  beauty  that  so  deep  a  love  inspires 
Itself  above  all  blemishes  exalts : 

Great  natures  by  their  nobleness  efface, 

The  small  defects  that  the  small  soul  disgrace. 
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Th  ey  tell  me  she ’s  no  more  than  passing  fair, 
Her  beauty  but  my  fancy’s  fond  creation ; 

And  yet  to  me  her  loveliness  is  rare, 

And  nothing  owes  to  my  imagination: 

I  care  not  if ’tis  only  eyes  of  mine 

That  can  in  her  such  charm  and  grace  discover; 
She  who  seems  fine  to  me,  to  me  is  fine, 

Who  cannot  choose  but  be  her  loyal  lover. 
From  others’  wit  I  care  not  to  grow  wise; 

Nor  do  I  borrow  other  poets’  pens, 

All  things  alike  I  strive  to  see  with  eyes 

Whose  light  is  not  derived  from  other  mens’; 
She  would  be  still  her  sex’s  pearl  to  me, 

Should  all  men  else  to  censure  her  agree. 
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‘  My  glass  shall  not  persuade  me  I  am  old  ’ 

While  in  my  heart  there  burns  such  love  for  thee ; 

Nor  will  I  once  believe  my  blood  runs  cold 
Until  I  cease  to  be  thy  devotee: 

To  thee  I  vow  a  fealty  absolute, 

Unchangeable  till  I  am  I  no  more; 

And  though  my  service  brings  to  me  no  fruit, 

Thou  only  art  the  saint  I  will  adore : 

My  thoughts  with  all  things  innocent  accord, 

As  purely  white,  though  else  unlike,  as  snow; 

Nor  shall  my  love  seek  ever  for  reward, 

Save  such  as  ’tis  thy  pleasure  to  bestow : 

’Tis  such  a  love  as  cannot  breed  regret, 

N or  ever  will  satiety  beget. 
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My  friend  Polonius  came  to  me  one  day 
And,  as  his  wont  is,  from  his  ample  store 
Wise  saws  and  mouldy  proverbs  did  outpour, 

And  jests  that  had  in  Noah’s  time  grown  grey: 

With  moving  eloquence  he  bade  me  weigh 

His  words — then  scoffed  at  those  who  dared  adore, 
Though  they  had  reached  or  passed  beyond  threescore, 
The  budding  charms  of  one  still  in  her  May. 

‘We  elder  folk,’  he  said,  ‘our  years  should  count, 

And  think  that  youth  and  grace  well  know  their  price, 
And  will  not  bate  one  jot  from  the  amount; 

Turn  not  deaf  ears,  my  friend,  to  sage  advice.’ 

‘Your  lore  is  drawn,’  said  I,  ‘from  wisdom’s  fount, 

But  yet  my  winter  shows  no  touch  of  ice.’ 
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Ah  ,  yes !  I  know  a  hundred  reasons  why, 

Thus  buffeted  by  Fate  and  worn  by  Time, 

All  thoughts  of  love  I  should  renounce  or  fly, 

Or  use  them  only  as  a  theme  for  rhyme : 

I  know  that  with  them  endless  cares  I  buy, 

Hard  to  encounter  were  I  in  my  prime; 

Wise  maxims,  from  experience  drawn,  defy, 

And  dare  that  fatal  step  from  the  sublime : 

But  when  did  wisdom’s  barriers  avail 

To  stem  the  swelling  torrent  of  Love’s  flood? 

A  thousand  reasons  thrown  into  the  scale, 

By  passion’s  force  are  easily  withstood: 

Nor  will  I  now,  for  lack  of  courage,  quail, 

For  still  my  grasp  is  firm,  and  warm  my  blood. 
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Alas  !  I  know  not  how  to  sound  the  deep 
Unfathomed  mysteries  of  her  subtle  soul, 

O’er  which,  as  over  harps  iEolian,  sweep 
Winds  reason  cannot  count  on  or  control: 

Her  varying  moods  are  ever  strange  to  me, 

And  how  to  please  her  I  shall  never  know, 

Since  to  her  fantasies  I  own  no  key, 

And  smiles  or  frowns  no  warning  signs  foreshow. 
And  yet,  do  what  she  will,  I  cannot  choose 
But  to  her  most  capricious  moods  submit, 

For  admiration  so  my  sense  subdues 

That  all  her  deeds  seem  to  her  nature  fit : 
Estranged  from  her  one  hour,  the  next  renews 
Her  empire,  and  my  chains  doth  faster  knit. 
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Do  I  but  dream  there  was  one  golden  hour 
When  had  I  boldly  pressed  on  her  my  suit, 

The  prize  I  sought  for  was  within  my  power, 

Since  then  my  prayer  she  could  no  more  dispute? 
Ah,  ever  thus  the  weakness  of  my  will, 

Which  broods  with  coward  fear  on  consequence, 
Over  my  spirit  casts  a  traitorous  chill 
And  courage  ebbs  away  to  impotence : 

So  failed  I  then  my  fortune  to  embrace, — 

How  must  I  curse  that  most  untimely  fear 
That  lost  beyond  recall  my  lady’s  grace, 

To  whose  brave  soul  how  could  Faint-heart  be  dear? 
And  ever  now  I  must  myself  despise 
Who  dared  not  venture  all  for  such  a  prize. 
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A  letter  full  of  civil  commonplaces — 

The  measured  utterance  of  a  casual  friend; 

No  warmth  from  the  beginning  to  the  end, 

But  everywhere  of  guarded  words  the  traces : 

Such  is  the  studied  chill  indifference 

With  which  she  meets  my  passion  at  its  height; 
And  should  I  at  Love’s  Court  my  lady  cite 
Such  is  her  subtle  armour  of  defence. 

Yet  I  once  dreamed  she  loved  me — and,  by  Heaven ! 
If  she  did  not,  in  women  there ’s  no  truth, 

But  all  alike  are  destitute  of  ruth, 

And  have  of  faith  or  constancy  no  leaven. 

Well,  let  her  scorn  me  if  it  be  her  will — 

That  she  once  loved  me  is  my  comfort  still. 
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Tortured  by  pain,  and  filled  with  gloomy  thought 
That  comfort  with  a  sullen  frown  rejected, 

And  with  a  sour  perverse  persistence  sought 
New  causes  for  its  humour  disaffected, — 

How  did  your  gracious  words  my  spirit  raise 
From  depths  of  hopelessness  to  heights  of  joy, 
Making  it  dream  once  more  as  in  those  days 
When  no  ill  omens  could  its  faith  destroy! 

How  did  my  dying  self  fresh  life  obtain, 

And  from  its  ashes  love  again  upsoar, 

While  my  old  stoic  strength  resumed  its  reign, 

And  I  was  fit  to  challenge  fate  once  more: 

Blest  with  your  love  and  sympathy,  dear  friend, 

My  soul  doth  all  its  cares  and  griefs  transcend. 
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‘My  friend,  you  love  her  not:  what  you  admire 
Is  the  vision  of  perfection  in  your  mind. 

She  owns  no  wondrous  charm ;  ’tis  you  attire 
Her  in  rich  robes  on  fancy’s  loom  designed : 
To  force  them  to  conform  to  her  desire, 
Nature  imposes  thus  on  all  mankind, 

And  doth  in  one  of  little  charm  conspire 
To  make  a  lover  see  a  saint  enshrined. 

So  her  whom  you  so  fondly  idolize 

In  clear  light  shown  no  aureole  enspheres, 
With  charms  no  greater  in  undazzled  eyes, 
Than  many  who  may  claim  to  be  her  peers : 
Thus  evermore  do  men  themselves  deceive, 
And  for  a  goddess  take  the  mortal  Eve.’ 
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Ah  yes!  a  fine  philosopher  art  thou, 

And  with  thy  subtle  scientific  brain, 

Nature  dost  force  her  secrets  to  avow, 

And  Love  as  her  great  master-cheat  explain : 
But  yet  I  choose  to  think  myself  not  prone 
A  Mopsa  for  a  Helen  to  mistake, 

Nor  in  Diana’s  station  to  enthrone 

One  only  fit  a  household  drudge  to  make. 
Nature  is  chary  of  her  gifts,  I  know, 

And  where  she  grants  expects  a  rich  return : 
How  few  have  more  than  outward  gifts  to  show ! 

How  few  with  inward  inspiration  burn! 

But  from  the  many  she  doth  stand  apart, 
Dowered  with  a  lovely  soul,  a  noble  heart. 
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‘Still  wilt  thou  worship  one  who  loves  thee  not, 
Or  if  she  does,  yet  never  can  be  thine ; 

Thy  deep  devotion  aids  thee  not  a  jot 
At  such  a  cold  and  unresponsive  shrine.’ 

‘Long  since  hope  vanished  from  my  stricken  heart, 
And  then  I  vowed  to  plead  with  her  no  more, 

But  love  obeys  no  bidding  to  depart, 

And,  hope  gone,  still  doth  hopelessly  adore.’ 

‘Thou  dost  but  torment  thy  unhappy  soul, 

And  from  thy  days  dost  empty  all  delight; 

The  weary  path  thou  treadest  has  no  goal; 

Naught  canst  thou  gain  thy  sufferings  to  requite.’ 

‘  ’Tis  truth  thou  say’st;  but  in  my  deep  despair, 
Look  where  I  may,  no  form  but  hers  is  there.’ 
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W  hat  melancholy  fills  the  lover’s  mind 
Who  cannot  hope  to  gain  his  heart’s  desire, 
Yet,  mothlike,  still  must  circle  round  the  fire, 
And  for  his  sufferings  can  no  solace  find! 

He  knows  no  dreamless,  no  unbroken  rest, 

But  all  the  terrors  of  the  sleepless  night, 

And  days  of  languor  and  of  undelight; 

Of  naught  that  sweetens  common  life  possessed : 
So  lives  he  in  a  sad  distempered  dream, 

Powerless  to  fix  his  thoughts  on  aught  but  her; 
Of  his  own  fancy  an  idolater, 

Which  mirrors  not  what  is,  but  what  doth  seem ; 
Yet,  though  his  love  doth  so  his  peace  destroy, 
Its  pains  he  would  not  change  for  any  joy. 
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Was  I  to  blame  because  I  dared  to  love 
One  whom  I  had  no  choice  save  to  adore, 
Since  her  fine  gifts  placed  her  so  far  above 
All  women  I  had  ever  known  before? 
Condemn  me  if  you  will :  indeed  I  know 
Having  once  seen  her  that  I  had  no  power 
To  choose,  and  whether  good  or  ill  might  flow 
From  it,  1  must  admire  so  fair  a  flower. 

Was  1  a  stock  or  stone,  not  to  be  moved 
To  adoration  by  her  loveliness? 

Shall  I  by  bloodless  creatures  be  reproved 

Because  their  narrow  code  I  dared  transgress? 
Never  will  I  my  love  for  her  repent, 

And  nothing  save  her  loss  will  I  lament. 
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A  h,  how  am  I  within  myself  condemned 
Alone  to  find  my  soul’s  sad  sustenance! 

How  is  the  current  of  my  being  stemmed 
Whene’er  I  seek  its  borders  to  advance! 
Friendship  I  tried,  but  found  small  comfort  there; 

True  fellowship  with  myself  I  found  in  none; 
With  none  could  1  my  soul’s  aspirings  share — 
Still  from  myself  my  life-web  must  be  spun: 

At  last  in  love  methought  that  1  had  found 
The  one  great  guerdon  that  my  soul  desired, 
But  when  it  seemed  my  bliss  was  to  be  crowned 
Malicious  fate  against  my  hope  conspired! 

Yet  was  it  fate?  No,  ’twas  my  own  weak  will 
That  lacked  the  strength  love’s  mandate  to  fulfil. 
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One  said :  ‘  ’Tis  better  to  have  loved  and  lost 
Than  never  to  have  loved  at  all.’  Not  so : 

Who  said  it  love’s  fierce  fervour  did  not  know, 
Nor  knew  he  of  lost  love  the  bitter  cost. 

Go,  tell  the  luckless  gamester,  stripped  of  all, 

’Tis  better  to  have  lost  than  gambled  not, — 
Would  that  console  him  for  his  loss  ajot, 

Or  to  his  bitter  sorrow  add  fresh  gall? 

Mock  me  not  with  so  vain  a  sentiment; 

I  did  not,  like  a  cautious  gambler  stake 
A  little  sum,  that  if  I  might  not  take 
The  prize,  yet  I  could  lose  it  well  content: 

No !  I  staked  all,  and  having  lost  the  game 
Will  no  false  phrase  for  consolation  frame. 
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c  L  e  t  us  be  friends ! ’  Ah,  no !  it  cannot  be ; 
Friendship  to  love  doth  oft  transform  itself, 

But  love’s  a  tyrannous  and  jealous  elf 
That  with  cool  friendship  never  can  agree. 

‘Love  shall  be  Friendship’s  foe  ’  was  Fate’s  decree, 
And  friendship,  drifted  once  on  passion’s  shelf, 
Cannot  again  resume  its  former  self: 

Love  will  have  love,  and  takes  no  other  fee. 

Friendship  is  love’s  direct  antithesis, 

And  finds  no  place  upon  the  lover’s  chart; 

’Tis  chilling  as  a  stepdame’s  formal  kiss. 

Love  must  have  all  and  values  not  a  part; 
Crown  my  desire  or  banish  me  from  bliss ; 

Deny  me  all  or  give  me  all  your  heart ! 
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Fain  would  I  look  upon  thee  once  again 
If  that  were  not  a  bliss  too  dearly  bought, 
Since  ’tis  with  such  strong  agitation  fraught 
That  the  brief  rapture  ends  in  lasting  pain : 
Apart  from  thee  I  can  endure  my  fate, 

And  time  to  sad  regret  will  turn  despair, 

Yet  this  belief  I  to  the  end  shall  bear — 
Forme  thou  wertthe  bride  predestinate. 

Within  my  sad  self  I  must  shrink,  and  find 
In  ceaseless  toil  an  opiate  for  the  woe 
That  else  might  balanced  reason  overthrow — 
By  one  tyrannic  passion  undermined: 

A  coward  thus  I  from  the  field  must  flee, 

And  lose  my  chief  delight — the  sight  of  thee! 
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That  last  fond  hope  from  my  sad  soul  withdrawn, 
How  bleak  and  bare  is  now  my  way  of  life! 

Where  shall  I  find  strength  to  renew  the  strife 
On  which  no  gleam  of  new  delight  can  dawn? 

My  mind  is  vacant  of  all  fruitful  thought, 

I  wander  here  and  there  without  an  aim, 

My  nerves  have  fallen  slack,  my  blood  grown  tame; 
The  work  that  1  should  do  remains  unwrought. 

Yet  will  I  rise  unvanquished  from  this  blow; 

Though  much  is  lost  and  nevermore  can  be, 

And  happiness  can  dwell  not  now  with  me, 

Yet  fortitude  unfaltering  will  I  show; 

Back  to  the  purpose  of  my  life  1  turn 
To  labour  with  persistence  grim  and  stern. 
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Wh  y  do  so  many  things  displease  me  now, 

Which  gave  in  days  gone  by  supreme  delight  ? 
Did  they  delight  me  only  because  thou 

Didst  then  thy  pleasure  with  my  own  unite? 
Music  is  not  less  sweet  than  it  was  then, 

Nor  have  the  singers’  voices  grown  less  fine, 
But  now  they  please  or  charm  me  not  as  when 
The  joy  they  gave  thee  made  them  seem  divine: 
And  yet  until  I  knew  thee  I  yearned  not 
To  share  my  joys,  and  loved  to  be  alone, 

Since  it  had  ever  been  my  moody  lot 
To  others’  company  to  prefer  my  own ; 

But  thou  my  love  of  solitude  hast  slain, 

And  never  can  I  joy  therein  again. 
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Never  will  I  ungently  think  of  thee, 

Or  ever  doubt  that  thou  art  good  and  pure : 
My  deep  devotion  shall  unchanged  endure 
To  the  last  flicker  of  mortality: 

Never  shalt  thou  be  absent  from  my  mind, 
Which  shall,  I  vow,  no  other  passion  know; 
Lost  to  my  sight  thine  image  yet  shall  glow 
With  fadeless  lustre  in  my  soul  enshrined. 

Ah!  had  but  Fate  more  kindly  with  me  dealt 
What  keen  delight  in  life  had  then  been  mine! 
Dull  earth  would  have  become  a  realm  divine, 
With  all  the  ills  that  vex  me  now  unfelt; 

But  such  great  happiness  was  not  for  me 
Whom  Nature  meant  not  for  felicitv. 
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Though  lost  to  me  she  dominates  my  life, 

And  all  my  acts  and  thoughts  relate  to  her; 

There  rages  in  my  soul  a  constant  strife 

Between  the  varying  passions  she  doth  stir; 

My  love  presents  her  good  and  kind  and  sweet, 
With  every  grace  of  womanhood  endowed; 

My  anger  vows  she ’s  practised  in  deceit, 

And  is,  of  all  she  sees  me  suffer,  proud: 

But  yet  when  most  at  her  unfaith  I  storm, 

And  vow  she  shall  ensnare  me  nevermore, 

I  know  a  smile,  a  soft  word,  would  transform 
Me  to  the  thrall  of  love  I  was  before : 

So  am  I  ever  subject  to  her  power, 

And  love  still  triumphs  over  wrath’s  short  hour. 


A  LOVER’S  MOODS 


LI  I 

H  ow  wilt  thou  think  of  me  when  I  am  dead? 
Perchance  as  of  a  too-presuming  friend 
Who  failed  so  far  thy  heart  to  comprehend 

That  love  instead  of  friendship  there  he  read? 

Yet  if  in  that  he  were  indeed  misled, 

Let  not  his  fault  beyond  his  life  extend, 

But  with  his  being  let  thine  anger  end : — 

The  gentle  should  think  gently  of  the  dead. 

Forgive  me,  dear  one,  that  I  hint  a  doubt 
That  thou  of  me  wilt  ever  kindly  think; 

That  tenderness  thou  never  wert  without 
Thou  wilt  not  lose  when  in  the  dark  I  sink: 

And  thou  wilt  cherish  still  some  thoughts  devout, 
Which  thou  with  one  who  loved  thee  much  wilt  link. 


UPB 


SONNETS 


LI  1 1 

Ah!  what  accursed  spite  was  in  my  fate 
That  showed  a  lovely  vision  to  mine  eyes, 
Of  her  my  long-desired  and  dreamed-of  mate, 
To  be  of  all  my  toils  the  crowning  prize; 
And  when  she  came,  a  blest  reality, 

No  more  a  dreamed-of  unsubstantial  form, 
And  stood  before  me  in  her  sovereignty, — 

A  Galatea  made  with  life-blood  warm, — 
Alas!  I  dared  not  hope  for  her  embrace, 

With  age  so  plainly  stamped  upon  my  mien; 
Gone  youthful  comeliness  and  manly  grace, 
And  nothing  fair,  unless  my  soul  were  seen : 
So  cynic  faith  doth  ever  mock  us:  so 
To  us  the  prize  beyond  our  reach  doth  show. 


£ 


A  LOVER’S  MOODS 


LI  V 

Th  e  tale  is  told :  close  up  the  book,  no  more 
To  be  re-opened.  Say  you  it  is  one 
By  many  a  better  poet  told  before? 

It  may  be:  yet  I  borrowed  it  from  none, 

And  all  save  what  was  mine  alone  forbore. 

In  this  I  see  revealed,  now  it  is  done, 

A  self  I  knew  not  in  my  nature’s  core, 

Which  mastery  o’er  my  former  self  hath  won. 

Love  came  my  nature  to  enrich :  till  then 
I  knew  not  that  within  myself  there  lay 
Such  deep  founts  of  emotion:  only  when 
Storms  rouse  its  fury  doth  the  sea  display 
Its  true  sublimity  to  the  eyes  of  men; 

And  thus  my  soul  awoke  ’neath  passion’s  sway. 


EPILOGUE 


A  t  last  I  know  I  have  indeed  grown  old, 

For,  looking  now  upon  these  ill-starred  rhymes, 

I  scan  them  with  a  spirit  deadly-cold, 

Which  no  great  passion,  daring  all,  sublimes : 

I  see  the  folly  that  possessed  me  then, 

Which  had  1  gained  what  I  so  much  desired, 
Would  have  rendered  me  the  sport  of  shallow  men, 
Whom  a  true  passion  never  yet  inspired. 

Ah!  so  it  seems  now,  for  the  fire  of  life 
Is  dying  down  to  cinders  and  to  ashes; 

I  own  myself  defeated  in  the  strife — 

So  rarely  now  the  old  brave  spirit  upflashes ; 

But  yet  ev’n  now  1  feel  that  it  was  well 

That  then  I  felt  the  power  of  love’s  strange  spell. 

November  30, 1913. 


